ELLEN TERRY

Watts had Jong grown accustomed to eyeing the world from his studio
window. At first the studio was an escape from life, but soon it became
life itself. Life and art as he knew it in the sheltered atmosphere of Little
Holland House did seem to be one. There was no conflict, because the one
was absolutely subservient to the other. But Nell Terry, whom he had re-
garded as the personification of art, suddenly brought to light the disturbing
fact that what he thought was one and the same was in reality two things
and in conflict. As Georgie Duff Gordon had said, he was living in an
atmosphere of enchantment. Like a blow of fresh air Nell, with her tomboy
ways and theatrical habits, threatened to knock down his sheltered world.

At first she had seemed to be the ideal person to inspire his art, now she
seemed the most dreaded of beings, a wife who would cause him to waste
his time in the trivialities of daily life. She wanted as much care in her way
as he did. His imagination had made a perfect artistic being of her, but
in the confinement of a contact, which nevertheless was never very inti-
mate, his imagination could not take flight. She could still be a wayward
child, but not his ideal, and it was the ideal he needed unless he was to
disenchant his life. As the difficulties with Mrs. Prinsep increased and his
time was lost in worry he came to regard Nell as a deceiver. She had come
as the inspirer of his work, and he now considered her only as one who
interfered with it. Nell and his dreams had been one, but now they were
opposed. With a feeling of helpless fatality he saw he must choose one or
the other.

Were he to choose his dreams his life would continue undisturbed. It
would be a jolt and a scandal to send the child away. It would make him
unhappy, but unhappiness was not an interference with his work. It
might indeed turn out to be a stimulus. On the other hand, were he to
choose Nell his work must surely suffer. He knew she was headstrong
and would in all probability make him ill with worry. He had only to say
to the Prinsep children that if they disobeyed him he would have a head-
ache, but with Nell it might be very different. She had not received her
schooling near the studio at Little Holland House. Moreover, it would
mean breaking with the circle he had made. He would have to paint
portraits to keep alive. Could his health stand it? Was it not his duty to
himself, to his country and to art to remain true to the ideals he had set
himself since boyhood? Above all he dared not leave the world of art and
enchantment which had become his life. He kept almost making up his
mind. Yet he could not bring himself to make a move. He tried to hide
the realities of the situation from himscE He clothed himself in an artistic
impenetrability. He did not understand the things his friends hinted to
him. He dared not face the issue.